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TO THE 
RIGHT HoNoURABLE 
"THE 


| Lord CARTERET, 


| Lord Lieutenant of I R E L AN D. 


+I =. Select Trandlations which 
Ar ! 1 preſume to ſhelter under 
| #$%=&| your Lordſhip's ; Patronage, 
are done from the beſt Ori- 
Dk of the Paſtoral kind, I have. 
met with, which have not been alrea- 
dy made Engl:ſh.. All their Authors 
were Great Men; and I am miſtaken 
if thele particular Pieces have not as 
much Merit, as any other ſmall Poems 
of their compoſing. 


) 


I am 


not © vain as to e imaging 

0 tp Jag Witten ty in ever re 

ect, 4 0 to the 1 at 

Hay ptead the Merit of Wing done 

my utmoſt : I entered on the Work 

at a Time, when it was out of my 
Power to employ myſelf otherwiſe; 


308, from the Mein 1 had finiſhed 
* Was determined to conſecrate 


* to You T. Lordſhip 's Name. Whatever = 


Misfortunes I Taffer 3 in Life, I am ſure 
I ſhall never allow myſelf to facrifice 
to meer Title, or Place 5 Nothing 
leſs. than a thorough Knowledge 5 
Books, a refined Taſte, and a generous 
Diſpoſition of Mind, can make a 
proper Mecenas., and tis only One 
of ſo great Accompliſhments, and 
1ſuch. 20% Qualities, who can at 
once give a Sanction to 1 Work, and 
a Protection ro its Author. 
Flattery, my Lory, is not my 
Talent: If I were Maſter of 1 
might, probably, make a betrer Fi- 
gure in the World; but Your Lord- 
thip is aboye it; and to attem zpt Your, 
— — Pane» 
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1h. x faſhiona 17 
entation of You to Your ell, woul 
be as ungtateful to, Your Spirit, as 
it is contrary to mine: I ſhall” On. 
take Liberty to declare to the 


„ That, it is with Pleaſure, 1 


ER and Muſe | at Your u 
ips Feet. And there is no- 


chi ing that you. o ſenſibly mor- 
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Panegyrick, 
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me,, to be. denied the. Ho- 
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Written in Latin by HuGo GroTius, 
To DANIEL Heins1us. 


— — 1 — 


O more of Wooas, of Mountains, or of 


Streams, 

Of Dryads, or of Fauus, delightful 
[Themes : 

The Bat Lyre, with better G Grace, 
[explores 


The ſtormy Surges, and the ſandy Shores. 
Now, nor can Fields, nor flow'ry Lawns invite, 
Nor Haga's rare mei Groves delight, 

Nor aught a Tribute from the Muſe command, 
Like Grotts, and Caverns, and a deſert Strand, 


„ Themes 


— — — — — — —— — — = RT 


4 BCLOQUE L 
T hemes yet unſung. O HEixsius! Bard Wine, 
| Thine be the Province, and the Labour thine. 
Thou darling Fav'rite of recording Fame, 
Could my rude Numbers thy Deſerts proclaim, 
Thee Lybia's Waſtes, and Java's Iſles ſhould ſing, 
With Hensivs? Name ſhould IndianValleys ring: 
Beyond the burning Zone thy Praiſes fly 
To Stars ne'er riſing in a Northern Sky ; : 
Whilſt dif rent Realms thy laſting Works peruſe, 
Worthy the mighty Sophoclean Muſe. 


Say, beauteous Nereids, Sov*reigns of the Seas, 
What Words, what Vows, your Mrs T1Lvs could 
When for fair CoCHL 1s, fierce, his Paſſion bara 
Say, what aerial Cliffs, in Conſort, mourn'd ? | 


What echoing Rocks his piteous *Plaint return'd? 


Long, 


ww 


2 


By 


MYRTILU S. 3 


Long, had the Bark on raging Billows toſs'd, 
When late ſhe landed on the loanly Coaſt, 


Where a delightful Iſle the Sea di ides, 


Known for the Cave where Cocur1s ſtill reſides. 


O Tyvyhis, guide our Sails, if Seas ſhould riſe, 


Should Eaſtern Storms, by Night, diſturb the Skies, 


Cables in vain their uſeleſs Aid would lend, 


In vain would Anchors in the Deep deſcend : 


Steer to the Shores, if Southern Storms preſide, 


But ſhun the Shallows, and the ſweeping | Tide ; 


Shelves, low conceal'd, within the Paſſage lie; 


Bear from the Right, the Left ſecurely try. 


WhatV iews, my Cochlis, can your Eyes detain? 


Search you, as heretofore, the liquid Main : 


— 08 


1 — —_— 
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4 ECLOCUE”L 


Still do like Paſſions in your Boſom burn? 


Still Will you, from your Heights, my Abſence } 


{ mourn, 


And with kind Wiſhes bleſs my late Return? 


What God, alas! my Cocur1s has betrayd ? 


Does ſome new Flame your tender Breaſt invade? 


Speak Truth, my Mates, on me your Cenſures 


Lpaſs; 
Am! fo chang'd from what I lately was, 


When Dorcas, ' brighteſt of Iberia's Dames, 


Own'd all the Praiſes which my Beauty claims? 5 


Thou- rt Fair, ſhe ſaid, I a Judge may be, 


And ev'n AMICLas? ſelf might yield to Thee. 


But ſtill her Words were loſt, till late I ſtood 


Near the ſmooth Surface of a Cryſtal Flood, 


Where manly Checks, and riſing Front appear'd, 


My roſy Treſſes, and my azure Beard : 


Such Nrxkus boaſts, and ſuch are NEPTUNE* 8 


* 3 
Witneſs old CroTaALE ; for thrice ſhe cry'd 


Oo 


MT RTI IL US. ; 
O MyzT1Lvs, regardleſs Youth, beware, 


Let no deluding Tongue thy Heart inſnare. 


I ſing the Strains which once ARI ſung, 
When on his Lyre the liſt'ning Sea- Gods hung, 
When, all around, the Choir of Dolphins play'd, 


And ſafe their Charmer thro” the Seas convey'd. 


Boxeas, and fair ExycTars ſuit my Lays, 
Or PHokx cas? Loves, or AMPHITRITE'sS Praiſe. 
Even Tx1ToxN's ſelf, with Envy ſeems to ſwell, 
And rends the Billows with his rival Shell. 
PRO TEus, and GLA ucus, ſeize the ſprightly Sound, 
With PANork, and all the Silters round, ; 
The Nymphs are pleas'd; but you, alas! complain, 
And both my Paſſion, and my Pipe diſdain : 
| You ſcorn my Suit, deſpiſe my ſwarthy Face, 


And till, regardleſs, ſhun my Sea-embrace. 


Whom 


ECLOGUE TI. 


Whom does my Love, relentleſs, thus refrain? 
Great Gods, and ancient Kings, have . 
Firſt, mighty JasoN gain'd the golden Prize, 
And fix'd his Bark, triumphant, ia the Skies ! 
Tho toſs d, and Shipwreck'd, for ULysses? Love 
cincx, Sor's Daughter, and Carxrso ſtrove, 
And fair N AUSICAE did her Flames approve. 


But ſhould my N lymph her ſighing Swain forego, 


What would it ald a hapleſs Wretch to know, 
How firſt NAvsiCAE her Amours purſu'd ? 


of how fair Einer, or CaLveso wood? 


Oft may my cruel Cocxrs call to mind, 
Her weary Journies o'er the Waſte deſign'd, 
Whea to the ſandy Beach ſhe took her Way, 
To gather Shells, the Treaſures of the Sea; 


Then, 


gen, 


MTRTIL US 7 


Then, with thy Sire, along the Shores I ſteer'd, 


When ſcarce the Down upon my Chin appear'd ; 
Oft too, when late, returning Home to ſleep, 
Bedew'd, and dropping from the briny Deep, 


You dry'd my Limbs, nor were you then to blame, 


In Antient Times young Hero did the ſame, 


Whoſe Tow'r I view'd on Seftos lofty Brow, 
And gather'd Oyſters from the Rocks below. 


Lo! I my choiceſt Gifts preſent to thee, 


| Cups from the Fruit of India's ſpreading Tree, 
Which Arabs uſe; and Wares from China brought, 
Guain' d at a Diſtance, and with Danger ſought. 


And had not fair LEUCOTHOE heard my Pray” * 


And wing 'd her Paſſage through the liquid * 
Unhappy I, had then my Life reſign'd, 


And in the Sggian Lake for ever lain confind. 


Accept 


8 ECLOGUE I. 


Accept this Paint, in Belgick Veſſels ſent, 
This the low Borders of the Rhine preſent ; 
With this, Batavians (who the beſt can plow 
The rugged Waves, with an all-daring Prow, 
And from the Skies the Courſe of Winds attain ; 
A Martial Realm, defended by the Main) - 
Brighten their Hair, each Week, with decent Pride; 
This to the fair ERXNNA I deny'd ; 
Whoclaim'd the great BAkezoN as her Sire, 


Let many Things, full oft, would ſhe require, 


By TuETIs' Charms, and GALATEA's Fire; 
Would at long Stories of my Toils rejoice, 
With leering Eyes, and with a tempting Voice ; 
And yet the Gifts I hardly could detain, 
For, know, ſhe's ſoft and yielding, as'the Main ; 
But you're unmov'd. Into this roſy Wreath 

TI the ſad Sorrows of my Soul will breathe : 


From 


rr 
From the Red- Sea, I ſtore of Shoots convey, 
And joyn the Myrtle with the blooming Bay j 
But all in vain, you mind my Gifts no more, 


Than Rocks rough Billows, or the Sea the Shore. 


Attend, my Fair, your lonely Caverns leave, 
That whilefreſhWreaths of Virgin Oak ſhall cleave 
Around our Brows, we may due Altars rear 
To Gods, whoſe Seas our ſtately Veſlels bear: 
And to PoxTuXUs annual Vows renew, 
Grateful to Tsrurs, and the wat'ry Crew, 
May the great Ruler of the Waves appeaſe, 
And NEREUs, Parent of the Sea-Nymphs, pleaſs; 


Attend my Cochlis, and in Cells below, 


Whence racy Streams of rich Falernian flow, 
Draw out new Wines, repeat ſome melting Strain, 


And freely banquet on a Heiſer ſlain; 


£ > 
0 Or; 
A \ J 
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ECLOGUE * 


ll Or, it the Tannies pleaſe your Fancy moſt, 
| Or tender Soales, or Dories near the Coaſt, 
PII fearch with Speed fair Olpia's fiſhy Shore, 
For I've at Home no deſpicable Store. 
There, Ofier-Twigs, and chequer'd Nets ariſe, 
Long Spears, and Caſting- Nets ſalute your Eyes, 
Whoſe boyant Bark above the Surface lies | 


Here, Floats, deſtruQive to the Scaly Race; 
There Lines, and Hooks and tempting Baits 1 
place. 

5 Wretch! to what End are unavailing Tears? 
Why ſhould I ſpeak, when nought my W * 
Thoſe very Winds that hence our Sails convey, 

Bear, from my Love, my midnight Moans away. 
If ſtill poor Mrs TILUS his N ymph offend, 


Hence, cruel Fair; but Death my Griefs will end: 


Down 


nd: 


n 


MTAKITZTLUS 11 
Down from this Precipice, I mean to fly, 


And in relentleſs Waves, diſtracted, die; 


Fam'd by my Fall, theſe rugged Rocks ſhall live, 


And to theſe Seas my wretched Name I give. 


1 


Am l deceiv'd? ſure, Me, my Cocuris eyes, 


And every Wind cloſe in its Cavern lips, 
Nor ſcarce a flattering Billow ſeems to riſe. 


Here, proſtrate, will I ſing; the Scene invites, 


q Beneath thoſe hoary Cliffs projecting Heights, 
Thoſe ſhady Rocks reſtrain the Mid. day Heat, 


And ſereen the Swans, wha from their Toils 


Lretreat. 


O Cocks, how canſt thou thy Days conſume, 


Deep in the vaulted Cave's affrighting Gloom? 
Why in thoſe Cells thy blooming Youth beſtow, 
When thy old Mother, in the Plains below, 


G2 Docs 


1 1596 L 


Does ſtill, with Diligence, the Loom attend? 
Rather, by far, our ſtately Ship aſcend ; 
There, glaſſy Waves a pleaſing Proſpect yield; 


There, are the Marbles of the Gods conceal'd ; 


In Cryſtal, there, the Sun tranſparent lies, 

And azure Seas reflect the ſtarry Skies: 

All Nature's Acred Laws are there deſcry'd ; 
Pale CyNTH1a there, directs the ſwelling Tide; 


The trembling Needle there, points out the Pole ; 


There, to ſtrange Shores, the floating Caſtles roul: 


No wonder each to each due Paſſion ſhows, 


And my fair CocnLts her Adorer knows. 


There, a falſe Iſle, the mighty Whale appears; 
There, his arch'd Creſt the ſcaly Dolphin rears ; 
There, the huge Grompus ſpouts the Streams on 


high; 
There, fund ry Shoals of monſtrous Sea-calves lie; 


The 


MTR-1 TE US: 13 
The Sword-fiſh there, in eager queſt of Prey, 
Boldly purſues the flying Ships at Sea. 


Thence VExvus, with her little Co eld, roſe, 
Nou in her Shell, o'er parent Seas, ſhe goes; 
The Nymph Cxuopock, with Boſom bare, 


There taſtes the Breezes of the vernal Air, 


Nor do the Waves eternal Wars engage, 
Nor {till the Sea's reſiſtleſs Fury rage; 
No ſweeping Winds, from dusky Dungeons ſent, 
Still vex, with Wrecks, the Wat'ry Element: 
Unmov'd, ſometimes, the Seas ſecurely ſleep, 
And, in the Spring, their Halcyon Sea ſons been : 
When Worth and Eaſtern Blaſts the God detains, 
And Southern Storms, and Snows, and ſudden 
Rains; 


Alone kind Rephyrs breathe their wanton Loves, 


Soft, and ſerene, as once in Idas Groves. 


Long 


0 j 


The Labours of the Hrian Sage, renown'd, 


— — — — — 


ECLOGUE IL 


Long leiſure Time to lab'ring Youths remains, 


O'er the ſmooth Seas when a dead Stillneſs reigns; 


When, down their Maſts, the loos'ned Sails de- 


[ ſcend, 


Or, furl'd aloft, when eaſy Calms attend; 
Or when the Ship her pond'rous Anchor tries, 


When Storms invade, or raging Billows riſe. 


But We, a reſtleſs Race! are till employ'd 


Ia various Tolls, nor &er with Action cloy d: 


Part, by choice Artiſts and Experience taught, 


Make boxen Cups, with rude Devices wrought ; ; 


Part wiſh a fafe Return, and Winds implore 
To waft the Veſſel, and her Gods aſhore; 


Part, with a Staff, the ſtarry Regions try, 


And how Atherial Domes, expanded, lie, 


Who firſt the Motions of the Planets found, 


And how, in circling Orbs, they ſwiltly rouPa| 
around. 


Then, 


e 
Then, with his Flocks, Axc To HILAX was known, 
Late to the Seas his Courſe extending down : 
And t'other Heavenly Gueſt — Who can he be, 


Whom, near the Belt, with triple Fires, you ſee ? 


I'm left, alas! and on this Rock remain, 


Expos'd to Winds, and Waves, and beating Rain; 


And now declining Pf zus haſtes to ſteep 


His weary Wheels within the Weſtern Deep. 


ECLOGUE 


Mriten in Latin by JoHANNES 


ECLOGUE IL 
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BaprISTA AMALTHEUS. 


[En | SHE rural Muſe with Lycipas ſhall 
(NE [ mourn, 
Whoſe Plaints dark Caves and 5 ylxan 


Scenes return; 


Whom bubbling Rills, in Cryſtal 
Tears, deplore, 


: Steep Hills lament; and every barren Shore. 


And Thou, whoſe Neal their antient Freedom 


hold, 
Whoſe Age, by Thee, becomes an Age of Gold, 


On 


LTCIDAS. 15 


Cos uus, attend; ſome ſprightly Strains infuſe, 


Ckeriſh my Toils, and raiſe a drooping Muſe: 
On graſſy Batiks, where gentle Arn glides, | 


And with its Streams Herrurian Fields divides 


A ſtately Temple to thy Name ſhall riſe, 


With Matble Tow” rs, to threat the diſtant Skies. 


There, in the deſtin'd Race, the Youths ſhall raiſe 


Contending Duſt, amidit loud Shouts of Praiſe: 
There the glad Vidor"s Glorles ſhall rebound, 
While gazing Crowds conſenting Pears ſound, 


His Lawrel Wreath thro? Taſcan Cities bear; 


Mean while; the rural Muſe iatrefts your Caré. 


Ta Sol's bright Beams the paler Stars gave way; 
And uſher'd ia the ſad, afflicting Day, 
When Lycipas to foreign Natiotis fail'd, | 


And thus his Loves, in melting Lays; FOR 


D Ye 


How ſwift the dear tranſporting Minutes flew | 


What tender Loves were once indulg'd by you! \ 


18 ECLOGUE I 


ve Realms, with Beauties ſtor'd ye riſing Hills! 
Ye flow? ry Valleys ! ye tefreſhing Rills! 
Ye gloomy Caves! and Greenwood Shades, adieu! l 


Me, from your Arms, relentleſs Fates convey, 


To view the Monſters of the raging Sea, 


To gr ieve my luckleſs Planets, and to pour 


Freſh Floods of Tears on every deſart Shore. 


But if, beneath a lonely Covert lain, 


Young LyCIDASs once ſung his rural Strain; 


If, whillt his tender Flocks were wont to feed, 


Your Ears &er liſt'ned to the tuneful Reed, 


His Pipe aloft upon the Lawrel hung, 


Defend, ye Swalns, from every vulzar Tongue : 


That 


Ah Wretch! Ah Lr CIp As! what Swain will ſay, 


LTCIPD AVS. 19 
That Pipe, the Glory of his Native Climes, 
Shall vie with former, and with future Times. 


Hence, am I call'd, to ſearch for diſtant Skies, 


Where fair Pyrene's tow'ring Summits riſe. 


You could, unmov'd, from theſe bleſt Regions ſtray,f 
To dare the Dangers of the ſtormy Sea © 7 
Unhappy LYC1DAs, unpitied, roves 


To view ſtrange Waſtes, and unfrequented Groves. 


I, other Flocks, in other Plains, muſt keep, 
Diſtant from theſe, and fever'd by the Deep: 
No more ſhall Streams with murm' ring Sounds 

(delight, 
Nor, on their moſſy Banks, to sleep i invite: 
No more ſhall Foreſts, and the ſhady Grobes, 


Bear in their Bark, engtav'd, our early Loves: 


D 2 Neo 
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20 ECLOGUE H. 

No more ſhall AMARYLL1s' Name reſound, 
Whom, in the Meads, a thouſand Flocks ſurround; 
Who, in the Fields, and twining Thickets laid, 


Was wont to weave freſh Garlands for my Head, 
To twiſt the Lily with the bluſhing Roſe, 
And lull her weary Swain to ſoft Repoſe. 


Ah me! no more ſhall theſe dear Groves be feen, 


Which bud, and flouriſh with eternal Green. 


Then, I alas! ſhall ſend my Moans 1n vain, 


T o the deaf Rocks, and unrelenting Main; 


My native Country's Sweets, with Sorrow, lea ve, 
And on the boundleſs Seas, unpitied, grieve ; 


Gay River banks, with opening Flow? 70 'er{pread, 


No more ſhall yield their Swain a lonely Bed ; 
No geatle Gales, from ſpicy Groves, ſhall breathe, 


Nor, for my Loſ a Recompence bequeath. 


Once, | 


Would ſhe, with Pray*rs and ſtreaming Tears, re- 


Her weary Lover from the raging Main! 


L TCI DAS 21 


Once, when around the ſmiling Rephyrs play'd, 


And, with freſh Buds, the fruitful Fields array'd, 
I ſung the Times, when Stars propitious ſhige 

Io graft the Pear, and plant the tender Vine; 
When Seaſons call'd the Fallow Lands to plow, 
And in Earth's Womb the ſhap'ning Seed to throw. 


Ye gentle Uſhers of the gladſom Spring, 
The God's beſt Gifts, your balmy Sweets I ſing, 
Ye pleaſing Gales, that hence our Sighs convey, 


And waft our Vows beyond the Verge of Day; 
All hail! with Me, the loanly Deſert ſweep, 


And guide my Paſſage thro? the Briny Deep; 


Theſe anxious Griefs and ardent Wiſhes bear, 


To reach my AmaryLLIS' lift ning Ear. 


Oh would my Fair our former Loves retain! 


[gain / 


Some 
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Sooner ſhall Fruits the barren Elms adorn, 
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Some happy Time might me at length reſtore, 
Tofs'd by the Seas, and tortur'd on the Shore; 
Then, low, beneath a Rock, ſupinely laid, 
When Stars ariſe, when Proteus gilds the Glade, 


My AwaxyLirs ſhould my Lays adorn ; 


But I, alas! from theſe fair Fields am torn. 
Fare wel, ye rural Scenes! Again farewel! 


Still may your Hives with Stores of Honey ſwell ! 


Still may your Hinds their plenteous Harveſts ſhare, 
And reap their Fruits without the Tiller's Care! 


Stil may your Heifers crop the Graſs by Day, 


And Dews, by Night, freſh ſpringing Shoots dif- 
_ D [play ? 


And bluſhing Roſes court the prickly Thorn, 


Than, with freſh Fires, or foreign Loves, poſſeſt, 


Fair AMARYLLIS ſhall forſake my Breaſt. 


Yet, 


ek, 


er 1m 


Yet, from my Native Climes, I'm forc'd to fly, 


To ſearch ſtrange Shores, beneath a foreign Sky; 


Then ſhall thoſe Flocks to tat'ning Fields repair, 


And feed, and flouriſh by another's Care. 

But Thee, unhappy Ram! what Mead will hold, 
The only Hope of my declining Fold ? 

Who, i in a Vale, the Violet Wreath Will chuſe * ? 


Or twiſt the Lilly-Garland round thy Brows ; 5 
Gently, on ſome green Bank, repoſe thy Head, 
Or lay thy Limbs upon a graſſy Bed? 


Ve Lawrel Groves, beneath whoſe facred Shade, 


| Uawonted Flames within my Boſom play'd, 


When Woods, and Waſtes, the Mountains and the 
[ Plains, 


. All loudly eccho'd forth Menalian Strains; 


O! may you flouriſh in eternal Spring, 


Safe in your Heights may Birds tor ever ſing, 


Still 
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Still may your Bark from baneful Froſt be freed; 


And everlaſting Verdure crown your Head. 


O! may your Floods their fruitful Banks o'erflow, 


And vie with Ganges, or the mighty Po, 
Whoſe ebbing Streams my falling Tears ſupply'd; 


And where my Flames their glowing Fury try d. 
When AMARYLLIS call'd her lovely Boy 


Io taft true BliG, and give a Looſe to Joy. 


But now, ſince Jovz each ardent Wiſh denies 


And my dear Cowntry's Pleaſures ſhun my Eyes, 


I'll ſtem the Seas with an advent'rous Prow,; 


And fix my Feet on fair PYrRENE's Brow: 
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"On riling Hills, or River-banks deſcry a; 
The wholeſome Diztany s refreſhing Bloom, 
The AHhrrh, which glories in a rich Perfume, 


My fair HEIL 4's fainting Soul to eaſe, 


Her Nerves fo ſtrengthen, ani her Woes appeaſe: 


2 erer 


Hardly her Heart within her Boſom hea ves, 


Aſſiſt a Virgin loſt in deep Deſpair : 


For thee nal Acox: plant the Lawrel Grove, 


— — 
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Nor wonted Reſt her weary Limbs relieves : 


And, Oh! what Med'cines can afford Relief? 
What Power of Herbs aſſuage her inward Grief? 
Her bitter Moans, and melting Scenes of Woe, 


The conſcious Stars and fair Aurora know; 


And how againſt remorſleſs Fate ſhe raves, 


Proteus was Witneſs from his Weſtern Waves. 


O Sire! OProtzus! whoſe eternal Ray J 
Cheers all around, and gives the gladſom Day, 
Parent of Life, attend a Lover's Pray'r, 


And ſince this Earth is thy peculiar Care, 


Where neighbouring Streams, in wild IEA 192 


[rove ; 
And , that nothing may their Growth defeat, 


Will ave from Froſt, and ſcreen from ſcor ching 


Bur, 


Her meagre Looks, and Life afreſh returns, 


And when the Vines their purple Clufters bear, 


| Who the fierce PYTHON, with his Darts, ſubdu'd, 


The Bow, the Quiver, and the hunting Spear. 


1 ON 


But, if no more my fair HYtLLA mourns 
She, too, ſhall plant, when vernal Buds appear, 
And Altars place, down i in a loanly Glade, 


Where ſome thick Grove projects an awful Shade, 
Altars, with Flow'rs and graſſy Wreaths array'd. 


There ruſtick N ymphs fthall orateful Off rings 


bring, 
And, in rude Strains, their great Deliv'rer ſing, 


And deep in Gore his conqu? ring Launce em- 
[ brew'd. 


To Thee, ſome Oak a thouſand Shafts ſhall bear, 


Where, O ye Nympbs, were you {0 long detain'd? . | 


What Grove, what Mead, your lovely Preſence 


{gain d? | 


E 2 Since 
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Since off my Fair around your Altars ſtrows 


And Myrtle Wreaths, and Ivy Crowns beſtows : 
The choiceſt Wealth of Eaſter» Worlds, produce, 


The hoary Vervin, and the early Roſe, 


'F he fragrant Cinnamon, and Caſſia's Juice, 
Th? Arabian Harveſt, and Aſſrian Balm, 


To cheer my Love, and her fair Breaſt becalm, 


All pale and wan my fainting Charmer lies, 
And from her Cheeks the roſy Tincture lies. 
So, ſweetly nouriſh'd by the teeming Earth, 
The purple Wacinth, in Pride, treaks forth, 
Sprung from her Lap, freſh opening Leaves ſhe 


[ſhews, 


While fann'd with Breezes, and refreſh'd with 
[Dews; 
Bur, if dull Fogs, or ſtormy Winds, ariſe, 


Her Beauty fails, her Crimſon Colour flies, 


Amongſt the faded Heap her boaſted Glory lies. | 


Now 
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Now Hills, and Vales, a gloomy Proſpect yield, 


And wither'd Graſs o'erſpreads each deſart Field, 
Thiſtles, in Groves, for Beds Fo: Violets, dwell, 

E And Nettles riſe, where, late, the Lillies fell; 

The Stream, which, bubbling from theClif began 
Her lofty Courſe, and through the Valleys ran, 
Now, wholly loſt, her antient Race retrains, 
And hides, in Earth's dark Caves, her Cryſtal 
1 [Veins; 
 Robb'd of my Fair, her Glent Waters ſtand, 


And ſcarce, with ſoſteſt Sounds, ſalute the Sand. 


Wretch! hide thy Head, and from thy rocky 
Steer back thy Race, and to thy Riſe aw Y 
| TheNymph's dearLife noForce of Med'cine ſaves, 
Who lately ſported in thy Silver Waves. 


| Wretch ! hide thy Head, and, in ſome Grot con- 


[tain'd, 


Far be thy Source from Realms of Light reſtrain'd. 


She's 


— — — — . >, 
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She's fled, alas! to whoſe enchanting Song 
Thy Floods have liſt'ned, as they roul'd along. 


She's fled, alas! who on thy Borders ſtray'd, 


And to her Lips, thy liquid Streams convey'd. 


Strange Maladies from your malignant Seed 
Theſe ruddy Lips, and roſy Cheeks 0 'erſpread, 


Darken her Eyes, her lovely Form invade, 


And force my Faireſt from the Sylvan Shade. 


Ye Gods, alas ! your cruel Darts forbear ; 
Her tender Limbs and her pale Viſage ſpare; 


May ſhe no more her fading Beauties mourn ; 


Check her Diſcaſe, and let her Charms return. 


And Thou, my Life! my better Part ! refrain 
Thoſe moving Sighs, ſad Symptoms of thy Pain ! 
PALEs, for Thee, the Piony prepares, 
And every Nymph her chearful Off'ring bears; 

The 


in 


The Trees to bloſſom, and the Flowers to blow; 
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1 The various Herbs, which Vales and Hills produce. 


Th' Thrian Iris, and the Poppy Juice, 


Chac'd by whoſe Aid, the Racking Torment flies, 


And ſofteſt Slumbers ſeal the languid Eyes. 


Then ſhall my Fair her former Paths renew, 


The ſhady Groves again intreat her View ; 


 Mov'd by her Charms, the Floods ſhall haſte to 


flow, 


The fruitful Fields thy joyful Face ſhall ſee, 


| And CERESꝰ ſelf commend her Sweets to Thee. 
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Au E long-liv'd TrxRs1s, loſt in endleſs 


Night, 
The Country's Darling, and the 
Laine Delight, 


T O Youths, fond EGON and MNA- 


[siLus, mourn'd, 
And Hills and Dales s their piteous Flaints return'd. 


Adown their Checks the Tears profuſely flow'd, 


Their heavingHearts procla im'd their Woes aloud, | 


The 


The Flocks no Food, no Joy the Swains receiv'd, 


But far above the reſt, young EGON griev'd.' 


Oft was he wont, when Night his Goats reſtrain'd, 


And, far, the Sucklings from their Dams detain'd ; 


Oft was he wont, in a lamenting Strain, 
Io ſing his Loves, and his fair N ymph's Diſdain, 
| Oft, as unmindful of advancing Years, 


Heedleſs of ardent Loves, and anxious Fears, 


While late the Shepherds charm'd the rural 
[ Throne, 


He'd lend his Ear, attentive to their Song. 
But now the Swain his Tavs 51s Loſs deplores, 
Along the Seas, along the neighb'ring Shores ; 
| Where antient Rhine's reſounding Channel lies, 
He calls on Gods, and angry Deſtinies, ” 
And asks his Tv xs1s of the partial Skies: 
But nor the Gods, nor angry Fates, reſtore 


His lifeleſs Taxss1s, from the Stgian Shore. 


\ | ee How 


== 
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How oft would He, regardleſs of Repoſe, 

With woful Sighs, the weary Evening cloſe ? 

His Griefs to Slies, and conſcious Stars betray, 

Nor ceaſe his Sorrows with approaching Day, 

; Whilſt round the Fields, his Flocks unguarded 

[fray ?, 
Thus with MxasrLus, on the Sea- weed lain, 


He vents his Paſſion to the rueful Main. 


4 GO N. 
From foreign Shores, each Ship directs her Prow, 
The Flocks by N ight, and Heifers, homeward low; 
All but my Tur RS1S to their Seats repair, 
Hence ſpring my Sorrows, and diſtracting Care. 
Sev'n Times has 801 withd rawn his gilded Beam, 
As oft the Plowman eas'd his lagging Team; 
The Flocks as oft diſpers'd the Morning Dew, 
Vet Tarksis ſleeps, and yet my Griefs renew. 


His 


| 
? 
4 


THTR SIS. 353 
His Footſteps, {till the ſandy Shores retain, 
Thoſe Steps I trace, yet ever trace in vain : 
Wand'ring along the Waſte, each Night, I roam, 
Nor can the welcome Dawn invite me Home, 


Nor fleeting Hours revoke a dreadful Doom. 


Mean while, my Shcep around the Paſtures 


Tn 
And Herds, acroſs the Plains, direct their Way; 


The Evening Shade my wandring Heifers view, 


And to their Folds ſome other Flocks purſue. 


And though the Fields exert the ſpringing Grafs, 
Yet ſtill their Dugs deny the milky Maſs ; 
Nor do my Pails their wonted Streams afford, 


Due to the Shrine of our departed Lord ; 


Thoſe late more bounteous Veſſels, which return'd 
Vaſt Tides, when TpyEesTYzL1s fo juſtly mourn'd 


His AMARYLL1s? Fate, in melting Verſe, 


And, bath'd in briny Floods, bedew'd her Hearſe. 
F 2 Now 


Thou, at my Tomb, the ſolemn Rites ſhalt pay, 
From flow'ry Lawns the Lil y-wreath convey, 


The Parſley Garland, and the blooming Bay ; 
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Now flags myMuſe ; Whoſe Praiſes ſhallI write? 
When hence my Tarxs1s took his haſty Flight, 
His lateſt Breath bequeath'd thoſe Herds to me, 
And ſaid, My Heir ſhall beauteous Acon be: = 
He, with theſe Reeds, Celeſtial Strains ſhall play, 


And charm the Groves with his inchanting Lay, ; 


Tho' TiT*s vs oft has watch'd my fleecy Fold, 


And oft MXASILUS his ſoft Paſſions told, 
For as my Goats his render Lambs tranſcend, 


So far the Shepherds to fair Acon bend, 


Nor this my Pipe, thrice happy Swain ! refuſe, 


Nor reſt, regardleſs of a rural Muſe ; 


Sing 
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Sing my laſt Dirge, amidſt a loanly Glade, 


A friendly Office to my fleeting Shade. 


i 
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Some Sout perhaps, juſt ſoaring on the Wing, 


Thy melting Lines to Lethe's Banks may bring, 


And when the Name of Tay xs1s loud ſhall ſound, 


When Rocks, and Seas, with THryRs1s ſhall re- 


[ bound, 
Tyss1s ſhall hear his Praiſe, ſurvive his Fall, 


And to his Mind his ancient Loves recall ; 


He, He ſhall hear, and own the tuneful Reed, 


And round Eh an Plains, 1 the ſprightly 1 
[lead 


No baſe Reproach ſhall ever work thee Wrong, 


Nor dread Detraction from an envious Tongue, 
| Though by the Rage of an envenom'd Gall, 
Both high and low, without Diſtinction, fall: 
D lovely Youth ! there, in that graſſy Mead, 


Thou, with thy own, my former Flocks ſhalt feed. 


We, 


E 
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We, far remov'd (for all to Fate muſt bend) 


On the gay Folds of ProstrPINE attend, 


Where purer Air through every Region flies, 


And clearer Floods from fairer Fountains riſe; $ 


Where, without Planting, fprouts the verdant Tew, 
Where Myrtles riſe, and Cypreſs courts the View. 
Nor do theſe Seas againſt their Shores engage, 
Nor Rivers with their Banks fierce Battles wage ; 


- No Deluge wrecks the guilty World below, 


Within their Shores, our Streams ſerenely flow 3 


Gently, the Main o'er Beds of Sea - weed glides, 


Nor drowns the Lands with his deſtructive Tides. 


Thus AGon ſung, and thus MNAsLLus choſe 


His anxious Cares, with Syrens Strains, to cloſe. 


MNASILUS. 
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NAS IL US. 


Te ſtarry Orbs, which Shepherds Loves deſcry, 
Once ye were Swains, though now ye grace the 
Sacred to Jovx, whom Mortals here bei 
To ſhine, and glitter in eternal Gold: 

* HYRSIS, when, once, a Swain, your Praiſes ſung ; 
Once, with his Lays, the lining Valleys rung; 
Nou, in your Spheres, to fervent Pray'rs he bends, 
| And, in his Heights, his former Flocks defends. 
The Swains, as heretofore, his Fancy pleaſe, 
Tho' crown'd with Joys, and everlaſting Eaſe; 
He ſends no Storms to vex the World below; 
At his Command, the ſporting Zephyrs blow ; 
The rugged North and Eaft-winds he reſtrains, 
And quells the Fury of impending Rains. 


Now, 
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With Rays more friendly, from his Heights divine, 


Nor, in his Gifts, with bounteous THYRSIS vie. 
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Now, in his Heav*ns, ſome fairer Flocks he feeds, 


Pleas'd with our Loves, as once in earthly Meads, 


Nor can the great Arcadian Godhead ſhine, 


Send ſurer Aid, our Wiſhes to ſupply, | 


THVYRSISs, from noxious Weeds our Herbage frees, 
Preſerves our early Fruits, and tender Trees, : 
Deſtroys, and deadens, by his dread Command, 
The baneful Darnel, and the burning Sand. 


The Earth's aghaſt, Parnaſſus Rocks look bare, 
At Turxsis' Loſs, and Pnokrus ſcems ſevere : 


Tu YRs1s would ſing, how va rious Seaſons chang” d, 


Our erring Months, in proper Limits, rang'd ; 
Shew'd how theirSweets diviner Seaſons ſhower'd, 


And ſolemn Days, and antient Rites reſtor'd ; 


That. 


1 And the glad Shepherd ſhare the woolly Prize; 


That Hinds to CERESs cheerful Dues ſhould pay, 
When firſt their yellow Harveſts they ſurvey ; 
That Flames of Sulphur from her Courts ſhould 
[ riſe, 
When his gay Folds the verdant Lawrels ſhade, 
And Fields look white, with num rOUS Flocks ar- 


Lray'd. 


Now, plant freſh Lawrels round his ſacred Urn, 


And let each Swain his abſent Tyyxs1s mourn ; 


Some, for the Shrine, the living Streams prepare, 
But cox ſhall the milky Oftering bear. 

ON ſhall bear the Milk, MxasLs draw 

5 The faireſt Floods which down their Channels 


[ flow, 


And friendly Breezes round the Meads bettow. , 


Nor has he left us helpleſs, and forlorn, 


But when, by Fates, from theſe Embraces torn, 


6G This 


This Pledge, ſaid he, thrice happy Swain! receive; 


Theſe Gifts ſhall Tyyrs:s from his Urn retrieve. 
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The laſt Reward thy Tayxs:s? Hand can give, 


Slight not the Preſents by MExaLcas made, 


Far from Riphes's Icy Seas convey'd; 
Nor ſhun MENALCAS' ſelf, tho? late come forth 
F rom the bleak Mountains of the barren North : 


Nor Thou, © Youth, our Poverty diſdain, 


Nor ſcorn our Wealthy Sires for ſuch a Strain, 


A Thouſand Flocks of theirs ſecurely fed 


Where ſmooth BENACUS ſhews his ſedgy Head; 
A hundred Bulls thro? the low Valleys ſtray d, 
And or the Hills Three thouſand Lambkins 
Never was Milk to Lambs or Goats PR: os 


And what remain'd, the flowing Preſs ſupply'd. 


Oſt would old Cox po theſe Stories tell, 


My hoary Sire, who knew the Plains ſo well, 


Whom, 
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: Whom, far from hence, a foreign Realm detains, 


| Where fair Garamna's Streams enrich the Plains, 


Fo. For all muſt bow to Fate's impartial Chains. 


So ſung the Swains, till Sors declining Ray 


| Check'd their ſoft Notes, and clos'd the Scene of 
| rs Day. 
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= [ill do Garumns? s Shores offend thine 
[Eye? 
Still muſt thy native Climes ene 
lie? 

Still do Piftonian Proſpe&ts pleaſe thy 
I Taſte? 

Her rocky Mountains, and her barren Waſte? 


Nor can the Fields, nor can n thy downy Reſt, 


Nor Flocks, nor Folds, nor Swains, engage thy 
[Breaſt ? 


Nor 
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Nor ev'n the Nymph, whoſe Charms, dogg _ | 
troul d 
The Flocks, the Shepherds, and the fleecy Fold; 


To grace whoſe beauteous Boſom, you have choſe 


The ſnowy Privet, and the purple Roſe? 


Her Eyes, in Raptures, you would oft compare 
I 0 Sor's bright Rays, or to the Morning Star, 
Whoſe radiant Beams, with generous Love inſpir'd, 
Struck thro? the Soul, and all the Senſes fir'd. 
But now, alas! (for ſo the Fates ordain, 

| Leſt long the Pleaſures of our Loves ſhould reign). 
You, far from hence, thro' ſandy Deſarts ſtray, 
| Where rugged Rocks their hoary Heads diſplay, . 
| Heedleſs of Flocks, on fair Vaſconia's Plain, 

* Leave the fad Nymph, and the lamenting Swain; 
And now your ſweeteſt Notes, perhaps, are loſt 


In empty Air, on ſome forſaken Coaſt. 


Mean 


From Bough to Bough, with lazy Pinions, lies 
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Mean while, our Woods no rural Strains ſalute, 


The Flocks, the Shepherds, and the Birds are mute: 


The lagging Zephyrs ſcarcely ſeem to breathe, 


Nor, to theſe Shores, their ſpicy Gales bequeath; : 
The frightful Bird of N; ight alarms the Throng, | 


Where Philomela tun'd her midnight Song 3 


The Bietern mourns in every marſhy Pool, 


In Woods the Raven, and the ſcreaming Omi; 


From muddy Lakes the Frogs extend their Throats, 


Deaf ning the Shepherds with their hoarſer Notes. 


If, in the Groves, ſome tuneful Bird remain, 


No more he warbles forth his wonted Strain; 


No more the Race, which in the Woods reſide, 
The liquid Air with wanton Wings divide; 


But each, in loud Complaints and bitter Moans, 


'Thro? ſolitary Scenes, relentleſs, Eroans; 


Or, ſcreen d from Sight, where gloomy Thickets 


riſe, 


Even 


AGRIUS "» 


Even 1, my ſelf, when firſt I ſtrove to play, 
And touch'd the Reed to chaſe dull Cares away, 
When, with my Strains, I ſought to eaſe e my Grief, 
The only Hope I had of ſure Relief, 

Scarcely the Sound could reach my liſt'ning Ear, 
But, or Miſchance, or, what I rather fear, 
Some dreadful Omen, was by Fates _ 
And dire Events foreboding Omens find. 

For in like Sounds the Graſboppers complain 'd, 
And their hoarſe Throats to mournful Ae 
The Siſter Nereids | in the ſwelling wa n 
And the fair Dryads in Dodona's Caves, 
The very Mountains, and the Vallejs groan'd, 
And oft, by Night, my bitter Fates bemoan'd: 
But though the Rivers, and the Groves lament, 


Tho? nn and Birds, and Flocks their Paſſions 


[ vent, 


Not 
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Not all their Tears ſuch melting Anguiſh ſhow, 
As weeping Acxivs in his Grott below. 

Him, from the Towns and buiſy Crowds with- 
And to the ſilent Woods retir'd alone, COM 
Whalſt I, with Sighs and inward Sorrows, view'd, 
Caught at his Words, and his ſwift Steps purſu'd, 
Thoſe deep RefleQions I remember well, 


From his pale Lips, in broken Accents, fell. 


0 Rocks! O Cliffs! O dire Piffonian Rills ! 

Ye hoary Valleys! Ye exalted Halls 

Le barren Fields, around Crotela 8 Walls! 

Ye blaſted Woods! — To you a Shepherd calls! 
Alas! what Magick Herbs your Meads produce J 
What ſecret Poyſons! what infernal Juice ! 
What Force, what Art, what everlaſting Chain, 


In theſe dire Coaſts my PToLowy detain ? 


There, 
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There, with its purple Fruit, no Lotos grows, 
Which lull'd ULvyssEs" Mates to long Repoſe ; 
No Fields rejoice with Loads of waving Corn, 
No Flocks, like ours, theſe barren Plains adorn ; 
Nor are thy Mates, nor is thy Parent there, 
Who fed and nurs'd thee with a tender Care; 
Thy blooming Years more wholſome Breezesdrew, 
A richer Soil thy native Country knew; 
Still, in a verdant Grove, the Verſes ſtand, 
Grav'd in the Bark by thy auſpicious Hand, 
Lines, which their Author's early Worth explain, 


Yet promiſe an Eternity in vain. 


But what avail thy fair Garamra's Shores, 
Her greeenwood Shades, and her delicious Bowers, 
If Thee, Pictonia's rugged Wilds command 


To live a Stranger, in a foreign Land? 


H But 
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But if thoſe Hills, with blaſted Oaks, invite, 

If yet bleak Heaths, and barren Sands delight, 
If ſtill the ſlender Vintage ſuits thy Eyes, 

Where craggy Cliffs, and rocky Proſpedcts riſe, 
No more will Acz1vs then, his Vines admire, 
But from Garumne's fruitful Fields retire, 
Tear the freſh Garland from his youthful Brows, | 


Nor ſcorching Sands, nor ſwelling Seas refuſe. 


But Why ſhould [ of Svcs Shades complain, 
Of Rocks of Mountains, or the raging Main? 
5 Why Flocks, or Fields, or rural Scenes implore 

Again my roving Shepherd to reſtore? 
Which he prefers, in wandring Wiſhes loſt, 


To Me, his PnxLLIs, and his native Coaſt. 


Let Oaks their Fr uits, and Hills their Wines 
[with-hold, 
Droughts parch the Fields, and Murrains ſeize the 
[Fold, | 
Each | 
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Each trembling Swain a dire Infect ion dread, 
And ſweeping Plagues around cheir Poy ſons ſpread, 
It my Tas Tus, from the Dangers free, 
Tho' heedleſs of his Country, or of Me, 
Again to theſe inviting Realms return, 
Which grieve his Loſs, and his long Abſence 


 [mourn. 


Why ſhould my Rage to Fields and Woods 


How could the Shepherds, and their Plock eng? 
5 Why ſhould I chooſe to curſe tlie Climes unknown, 
Which, heedleſs, he prefers before his own ? 
Ev'n now I'm ſorry, and retract my Vows, 


And curb the Railings of a headſtrong Muſe: 


May Woods their Fruits, the Vines their Grapes 


[ beſtow, 
And limpid Streams from Cryſtal Fountains flow, 


Fields lend their Grass, the Groves their wonted 


Shade, 
And rural Strains reſound from every Glade. 


2 Where-e'r 


ness 


Where-e'er Thou art, or ſhalt for ever ſtray, 
If, as a Swain, thy wandring Steps ſurvey 
The burning Sands of Ibis thirſty Plain, 

Or Icy Realms beneath the rigid Wain ; 
Thro' Hbian Climes may Northern On 
And Icy Realms by Southern Gales relent ; 
What Paths ſoe'er thy weary Feet ſhall fill, 
From their rough Oaks may ſov'reign Balm diſtil, 
From humble Shrubs the choiceſt Honey flow, 
And barren Heaths the Myrtle Wreath beſtow ; 
Since Realms devoid of Honey, Balm, or Oyl, 


| Seem ſtill more pleaſing than thy Native Soil. 


Wretch that I am ! why ſhould J ſtill renew, 
My moving Moans, and ſtill my Swain purſue ? 
He, far from hence, perhaps, in foreign Groves, 


Breathes forth in Sorrows his ſucceſsleſs Loves. 


But, 
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But, O ye Winds! ye Z-phyrs\ ſend Relief, 
Mov'd by my Sighs, and conſcious of my Grief, 
Some Part, at leaſt, of theſe Petitions bear 


To my Tas Txus' unattending Ear. 


He, tho? forgetful of his rural Swain, 
Tho? deaf as Rocks, remorſleſs as the Main, 
Yet, when my Moans his rugged Hexghts aſcend, 
MV piteous Moans, which Rocks thomfelves 
[might rend, 
He, at the melting Sound, will ſigh and ſay, 


This was a Lover of my mournful Lay. 


More he'd have ſung, but Phæbus ſeem'd to 


{ ſhroud 
His ſetting oem behind a Weſtern Cloud. 
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2 Sana, 


ECLOGUE VI 
” MA R Y L L I 9 


IN TITLE P. 


DESIDERIUM LUTETLE, 


Ten TY ven Summers Heats, and Winters 

D 85 [angry Skies, 

Have long detain'd me from my Fair. 
[One's Eyes; 

But, nor Sev? n Winters, when the 

[Foreſts bow | 


With rattling Storms, and Hills are cloath'd in 


Snow, 
Nor Sev' n long Summers ſcorching Hes ts can wreſt 


My AMARYLL1s from this anxious Breaſt. 


In flow' ry Fields amidſt the fleecy Throng, 


You tun'd my Morning and my Mid-day Song, 
And, 
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And, when declining Phæbus ſcreen'd the @lade, | 
And veil'd each Foreſt with a dusky Shade, 


Your Eyes, alone, their beamy Light diſplay'd: 
In Dead of Night, your Steps I ſeem to trace, 


To ſeize your Form and force a fond Embrace. 


| When ſofteſt Slumbers cloſe my weary Eyes, 
Deluſive Joys my fluttering Soul ſurprize : 

Bur when awake, when Light renews my Care, 
A wandring Shepherd, loſt in deep Deſpair, 
From Folds I fly ; nor Folds afford Relief, 

But add freſh Fuel to my waſting Grief; | 

_Thro? Woods and Wilds, a hapleſs Wretch, I roam, 
Far fr om my Flocks, my Fields, and native Home, 

Tire the rough Rocks with my repeated Moans, 

And fill the Valleys with afflicting Groans 

Her Ear, alone, relenting Eccho lends, 

Mourns when I mourn, and her ſhrill Voice extends; 


And 
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And when deep Sighs my inward Sorrows tell, 


She ſighs as often from her loanly Cell. 


Oft from the craggy Cliffs I caſt an Eye, 
And deſart Shores, and raging Seas deſcry, 
Breathe forth my Wiſhes to the ſtormy Main, 
And to deaf Winds my ardent Vows explain, 
Ye Nmphs and Nereids, who the Waves divide, 
And calmly ſport beneath the rolling Tide, 

0 may I ſafe to her fair Realms retire ! 1. 

But if ſome further Toils you ſtill require, 

Ev'n in the Toils of Shipwreck would I boaſt, 
Toreach, by Shipwreck, her delightful Coaſt. 


Olt to the {porting Lb have I ald, 
When tow'rds my Love with wanton Wings c con- 
Lvey'd; 
Hail, happy Winds, my AMARYLLIS ſee ! | 


And her pale Dayaxis from DiſtraCtions free: 


So, 
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So, nor Pyrene's Caves ſhall &er detain, 
Nor lagging Clouds, your airy Race reſtrain; 
But to my Fair the fatal Story tell, 

And the ſoft Paſſions of her Swain reveal. 

How oft, alas! when ſome kind Eaſtern Breeze 
Ruſh'd throꝰ the Groves, and ſwept the curling Seas; 
Ye happy Winds, ſaid I, who've ſeen my Love, 
Tell her glad Swain, if ſhe his Flames approve ; 
If mutual Wounds her roving Fancy ſtay, 

Or if like Fires within her Boſom play. 

Rough Eurus hence, with hollow Murmurs borne, 
Flies thro the Woods, and ſweeps the Seas in Scorn, 
With Icy Horror fills my fainting Breaſt, © 
Andleaves my Limbs with racking Pains poſſeſt, 


Now Shepherds Feſtivals, no Mirth beſtow 5 


Harſh are their Sounds, and all their Strains are 
(low, 


Zi Ev'a 


erer 

Eva all the Choirs around the Meads diſpleaſe, 
Nor Pau's rough Deities my Griefs appeale ; 
Fix'd in this Heart, the deep Diſorder lies, 


And owns no Phyltre, but my Fair one's Eyes. 


b CE e eee i e 


Me, with her Lays, Lyciscæ ſought to move, 


And tun'd her Cymbal to engage my Love J 


Oft on my Eyes the fair MeL ax:s hung, 


| Both from Iberia's happy Regions ſprung, 
Both tor'd with Wealth, both beautiful and young: 
A hundred Ewes each Sire propos'd to give, 


Would I his Daughter to my Arms receive; 


| Each Mother, too, her ſecret Promiſe made: 


But neither Gifts, nor Flocks, my Fancy ſway'd, 
Nor the ſoft Speeches of the Fair inſpir d, 
Nor their bright Eyes my tender Boſom fir'd. 


Far, 
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Far, as kind Spring cold Winter Storms outvies, 
And Joath's gay Bloom, tif Joynts and hollow Eyes; 
Far, as a Maid, in all her early Pride, 

Excels her Mother, thrice in Marriage ty'd; 

As far as Rhodanus outſtrips the Dare, 

or Silver Sequana ſurmounts the Sure; 

Far, as the beauteous Liger boaſts her Fame, 
Beyond each Galic. or Iberian Name; 

So far, my Fair outſhines the Virgin Train, 


On Gallia's Hills, or round Iberia's Plain. 


Where ſome ſmooth Stream its claſſy Surface 


{ ſhows, 
Olt would Mer x1s her ſoft Looks compote, 


And paint her Cheeks, and criſ b her golden Hair, 
And wiſh'd, and ſought, to be accounted Fair; 

Oft has ſhe ſaid, IIl- judging Daphnis, tell, 

What diſtant Nymph deſerves thy Heart ſo well? 


ES Gather 


60 F CLOGUE VI. 


Gather Love's beauteous Bloſſoms while you may, 


Chooſe her ſoft Treaſures, nor admit Delay, 


Off her high Feſtivals Lycisca ſung, 


Diſſembling Scorn, as, late, ſhe mov'd along; 


Led up the Dance, oft caſt a wiſtful Eye, 


While her fair Hands the tuneful Cymbal try; 


Fierce Newes1s, ſays ſhe, with dire Diſdain 
Requites each heedleſs, unattending Swain; 


Fierce NEwEs1s our ſpotleſs Flames approves, 


And ſoon will puaiſh thoſe neglected Loves. 


So, oft a Hunter, eager for the Prize, 


In Search of Hares, ſhall meaner Game deſpiſe. 
Yet, whea the Cloſe of Light his Limbs relieves, 


He nor a Squirrel, nor a Hare receives. 


Jo, 
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So, have I ſeen a Fiſherman convey 712 
His Nets aſhore, in quelt of nobler Prey, 
And caſt a little Tench, with Scorn, away; | 
Who, home at laſt return'd, by Fortune croſt, 


And nor a Mallet, nor a Tench could boaſt. = 


So, have I ſeen a Swain, in yonder Mead, 
Deſpile each artleſs, and unpoliſh'd Reed, 
The boxen Flute, alone, his Praiſe attain'd, 
Mean while the Flute another Shepherd gain'd ; 
And when his Rival held the darling Store, 
He ſought the very Reeds he ſcorn'd before : 
The Goddeſs, thus, for ever will reſtrain 


Unbounded Wiſhes, and unjuſt Diſda in. 


Theſe Lines, and more, the fair MEL R xs ſung, 
With Lays like theſe, Lyci5ca's Cymbal rung, 
But 
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But ill their Songs, and Sighs, and ſtreaming 

Were ſent to Winds, and unattentive Ears Sn 
For Hounds with Wolves ſhall in a League combine, 

= And tim'rous Hares with ſavage Dgers join; 

On the grim Honeſ the Lamb ſhall wait, 

The Turtle ceaſe to mourn her abſent Mate; 

E'er fair Ly CISCA once engage my Love, 

Or fond Mel xis my Affections move. 

The trembling F Fiſh ſhall leave the briny Lake, 

And fleeting Shades the riſing Hil forſake ; 

The feather'd Race their Groves and Fields forego, 
Winds ceaſe to murmur, and the Floods to flow ; 

Fer AMARYLL1s fail my Heart to warm, . 

Her Looks to cheriſh, or her Face to charm; 

She fill'd my Breaſt, at firſt, with warm Deſire, 

. Her Fate ſhall finiſh my declining Fire. 
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